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1 
The Right Worſhipful 
e 
PRESIDENT, 
Treaſurer and Governors 
: he 5 
Carists Hos PITAL. 


Worthy SI Rs, 8 
bier] bad accompliſh'd this 
N21 lk | 

FI 1 all Po E M, 1 had no 
A daoubtſul Thoughts to whom 
= IJ it ſhou'd be Addreſs d. Tou 
Two | are the Perſons to whom I 
| am Obliged in a more than 
ordinary manner ; therefore I take this 

Occaſion to make my Acknowledgment, and 
teſtiſie my Gratitude, It was from Your 
Charitable Kindneſs that I recerv'd a good 


Education; May it therefore Pleaſe Your 


Worſhips to accept this, as an bumble Ac- 
Rnowledgment of the great Favours You have 
 beſtow'd on me. I humbly acknowledge, 
That for Tou (Good Sirs) I am in Duty 

£9. hound. 


DEDICATION. 

bound to Pray; for unto You (next un- 
der GoD) do I owe my Welfare and Hap- 
pineſs in the World. May therefore the _ 
God and Father of our Lord Feſus Chriſt 
ble/s You with all Spiritual Bleſſings, and 
make Tou to abound more and more in all 
Goodneſs : And after You have ſerv'd Your 
Generations here, may Tour Souls be admit- 
red to the Enjoyment and Embraces of the 
Holy Trinity: And may Pour Poſterities | 
after You be Followers of Tour Piety as long 
as the Sun and Moon ſhall endure , that 
all that know them may ſay, They are the + 
Seed which the Lord hath bleſſed. Theſe 
are my hearty Prayers, and theſe my earneſt | 
Wiſhes; and that they may bave Accept- 
ance at the Throne of Grace, is the De- 

* fire , | 5 


Your Wo Rs HIS 


Pa 


Moſt Unworthy Servant, | 
N. A 
FFF 


Pardon me, Caurteous Rr aps, if I've ſtray d, 
1 Or hant the Rules of Poetry obey dj; 
And if I chance ſome Work of thine to ſee, 
I will as favour abtrennen 
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Chriſtian's Exerciſe. 
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c HA P. I 
A Preparatory Meditation, to bring the 
Mind into a holy Frame. 


= Bi 
(OSE! that I had the Pinions of a Dove, 
GO £3 That I might fly away, and ſwiftly move; 
xc No hindrance fhould my ſpeedy paſſage ſtay 
* Till I arriv'd at wiſh'd-for Golgotha. f 
But, Oh! what diſmal Sight is this I ſee ! 
My Lord, my Jeſu, nailed to a Tree! 
With out-ſpread Arms he bows his Head and Face, 
As tho' he wou'd his Enemies embrace. | 
Come, all that are Afflicted, hither fly, 
Behold a Cure for Sin and Miſery, 
How happy am I, now my Lord's ſo near, 
What is there can beget a thought of Fear? 
His bleeding Wounds I can't but call to Mind, 
And in his open'd Side ſure Shelter find. | 
There, there Ill hide me, and will always reſt, 
And with the Favour of my Lord be bleſt. 
Bleſt with the Help of his Eternal Might, 
And happy in the Enjoyment of his Sight. 
| + &2 ; When 


„ 
When ſinful Luſts do wound my humble Soul, 
One dear-lov'd Look of thine ſhall make me Whole. 
My deareſt Lord ! how lovely looks that Face, 
In which I all my Joy and Comfort place! 
This was a Myſtery to Iſrael's Scock, 4 
And to the Greehs a mighty Stumbling-block 3 1 
What all the Rabbies could not underſtand, 5 
Nor learned Greeks, by Wiſdom, comprehend; 
That has th'Almighty, by his Son, reveal d.,. 
Which Nature's beſt Atchievements could not yield. 
Thy Ways, O God, exceedeth ours far, 
Our Thoughts to Thine we dare em not compare; 
We entertain but meanly Thoughts of Thee, 
Which to our Underſtandings beſt agree. 
In all thy Works, O God, thou'rt Wonderful, 
Altho' to apprehend Thee we are dull: h 
We thy great Wiſdom cannot compre! end, 
When to the Juſt thou doft Afflictions ſend. 
Thus has thy Method been, ſince thou haſt thought 
To plant a Church, and fo haſt Wonders wrought. 
A mighty Act in Thee it was, to ſend | 
Juſt Lt to Sodom, there ſome Time to — 5 
And, contrary to what thoſe Wretches knew, | 
A Thou didfſt pteſerve him from that beaſtly Crew. 
And 'twas thine AR to bid Elijab ſtand, 
And preach thy Sacred Name to IreFs Land, 
Whoſe ſottiſh Ignorance made them deny 
Their Mighty God, and count it Hereſy : 5 
For to profeſs or own their dying Lord, 
Was deem'd as bad as Sins by them abhorr'd ; 
Twas thought a Crime unpardonable, by all, 
If any did deny to Worſhip B4al. | 
From Aathoth thou Feremy didſt fend, 
Thy Judgments to declare, thy Truth defend; 
And bidſt him tell them, That, the Time drew nig) 
That thou would'ſt veitSheanquity, > 
and by the Sword a8 FRRRENR 
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In midſt of Vz, where Crowds of Pagans dwell, 
Gav'ſt Fob a Heart to fear no Infidel; 
Thy watchful Providence did him attend, 
And, like a Shield, thy Servant did defend. 
So from the Superſtitious Chaldean Land 
Thou d idſt the Faithful 4brabam command, 
And gav'ſt to him the knowledge of thy Will, 
Which thou didſt purpoſe always to fulfil. 
To Baſhful Moſes thou didſt Courage give, 
To tell proud Pharaob, Trae} ſhould not grieve, | 
But ſhou'd his Bondage and his Country leave. 
When thou do'ſt guide a Tim'rous Aaron's Soul, 
He'll Atheifts and Idolaters controu. 
Thoſe things that are, of nothing thou didſt call; 
Thou gav'ſt Command, Let be; and made was All. 
When Troubles did ſurround us here Below, 
And we for Shelter knew not where to go, 
Then thou for us didſt inſtantly appear, 
And thy Almighty Pow'r at once declare: 
When all Mankind in diſmal Darknefs lay, 
And Devils craftily about did play; 
When Death, by Sin, o'er Adam's Race did reign, 
And Satan over them great ſtrength did gain; 
Then did thy Son, thy darling Son, appear 
From his bright Throne, and freed them from t hat 
They might expect from an offended Lord, {| Fear 
Whoſe Will and Laws they ſiighted and abhorr'd 
But now again he vifits them in Love, 
Gives them a New Command, to. try and prove 
How they this Son of his will right obey, 
Who for a Ranfom down his Life did lay; 
By Virtue of whoſe Death, we all may be 
Safely condutted to Eternity: . 
And by this Death, he frights the Pow'rs of = 


All, all immediately before him fell, 
Trembling, retire to their curſed Cell. 
| „„ 3 Ah, 
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Ah, my Lord! Deareſt Jeſu! Meekeſt King! 
Faireſt ot thoſe who do from Princes ſpring! 
How is thy Body ſtretched on a Tree, 
Whilſt Saints and Angels bow their Heads to Thee. 
What tho' the Jews falſe Accuſations bring, 
Thou til] remaineſt their Eternal King: 


- a es; 2 >. 
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Thy Innocence ſhincs ſo exceeing bright, bY 
That their falſe Tongues cannot eclipſe its Light, 9 
I ſee Thee blottiag out the Written Hand ij 


Which ſelf-condemns me, did againſt me ſtand. 
How Red the Character of all our Crimes! 

How very B'ack and Bloody were the Lines : 
Yet through thy Death, O Lord, we ſee and know 
We are preſented Whiter than the Snow. 


4. 
My Deareſt Lord, I hear thy Voice aloud, 

Whoſe Words are ſharper than a two edg'd Sword; 

I hear that Voice which Mountains, Rocks did break, 

Which rent the Temple, made the Earth to ſhake. 

And wilt not thou, my ſtubborn Heart, once move, 

Thou chiefeſt Object of thy Saviour's Love? 

To hear him cry (when yielding up his Breath) 

My ſoul's exceeding ſorrowful to death / z 

Who can this hear, and not confounded be? 

That He ſhou'd faint, and die, whoſe Majeſty 

The large Circumf rence of the Earth hath ſpan'd. 

With his Unbounded, Omnipotent Hand. 

What can the reaſon be, thou Prince of Peace, 

Thar thou art ftruck, and made thus to deceaſe ; 

And, for our Sins, to ſuffer Baniſnment 

From thine own Kingdom, and yet be content? 

The Snares of cruel Death encompaſs'd thee, 

Thy own Diſciples left thy Company; 

Thy Heritage, like Lyons from the Wood, 

Mangl'd thy Fleſh, and ſhed thy precious Blood. . 
| | Ces Can'ſt 
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„ N 
Can'ſt thou, my Soul, can'ſt thou this Object ſee, 
And not amazed and confounded be. 
Oh! can theſe Eyes look on him as he's there, 
And not diſtil for him one grateful Tear! 
His humble Voice aſcends his Father's Throne 
He hears him not, tho' his Petition's done; 
He ſeems as cruel to his only Son: 


Oeer all his Joys a Veil ſeems to be drawn; 


Inſtead of Comforts, he hath Sorrow born. 
See, O my Soul, (but let the Sight bring Tears) 
How barren and how dry his Soul appears; 


Behold him in his bitter Agony, 
His Bedy Sweating, yielding up to Die! 


O Thou who art within all Glorious, 


Thou joy and Comfort of the Univer'e 3 


No Showres from Above deſcend on Thee, 

Alcho' in midſt of great Extremity : 

No Help at all, cept th'Almighty One, 

And ſcarce an Angel to aſſiſt the Son. 

The g'ittering Stars their Native Light withdrew, 
The Sun, the Moon, would not their Maker view. 
How great's our Sins, which cauſed Thee ſuch Pain; 


How great's our Loſs, and yet how great our Gain, 
Ihe Arrows of the Lord flick faſt in Thee, 0 


And thou art greatly puniſned for me; 
But I th'Offender am, tis I am he. 


4. | 
O Bleſſed Nazarite / Whiter than Snow, 
How is thy Brightneſs here eclipſed too ; 


How js thy Face with Grief disfigured 3 


How does thine Eyes diſtil a- pace and ſhed 
Such holy Tears, which muſt amazing be 


To thoſe who once did thy Perfections ſee. 


Is this the Face that Angels doadmire? 
Is this the Face all Nations did deſire? 
| | Ils 
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Is this the Face that Abra'm long' d to ſee ? 

Is this the Face from which the Devils flee ? 

Is this the Face that's brighter than the Sun, 

That Holy Lamb, that Undefiled One ? 

Is this the Face that Heav'n and Earth adore, 

That all admire, that all his Help implore? 

How 1s he alter'd, how his Viſage chang'd ; 

To all that know him not, this ſeemeth ſtrange : 

Yet ſtill he's Lovely, has a Graceful Mien, 

To all chat look beyond this tragick Scene; 

Still Thou'rt a Cordial to a fainting Soul, — 
A Living Fountain, a Bethe ſda's Pool; 

Still the ſoy of all that Thee rely-on, 

The Light of Heav'n, and the Song of Sion. 

My muſing Thoughts, O Lord, ſhall follow Thee 
Unto the Croſs, where now methinks I ſee 
Thee going up to Mount Cavalry's Hill, 

Pitying th'Men whom Thee ſo rudely kill ; 
And notwithſtanding all the Aﬀeont they give, 
Offer'ft 'em Mercy, and do'ſt them forgive. 
Such is thy Goodneſs and thy Love to Men, 

"That thou wilt not forget to pardon them; 

Ev'n when thou' rt tretch'd on the infamous Tree, 
Thou draw'ſt, inviteſt all Men unto thee: 
Thy Wounds are Sermons to the Sons of Men, 
Thy Blood's an Exhcrtation unto them 
To die to Sin, and live a Life of Grace, 

And to ſecure a holy Reſting- place. 


Fo 
O whither ſhou'd I go, but unto Thee? 
Thou art my Sun, I ſhall enlighten'd be: 
Buy thy bright Beams I ever ſhall be warm, 
And whilſt I follow thee, receive no harm. 
O what a Progreſs muſt he make always. 
On whom thou'rt pleas'd to dart thy _—_ . 
* | & 


_ Shoud all the World together ſo agree, 


Lovely and Beautiful to me appears, 


Adorn'd with all the Treaſures of the Eaſt. 


More Beautiful to me than Solomon 
In all his Pomp, or Cræſus on his Throne: 


In this lie hid vaſt Treaſures of his Love; 


> 


: "4 88. 4 
O Thou who art that goodly Cedar-Tree, 
Whoſe Boughs are Shades to Chriſtianity. 
; 6. | 
Under the Shadow of this Tree I'll reſt, 
It's for the Healing of the Nations, plac'd : 
I'll glad and always in my Lord rejoyce, 
And praiſe him will with my exalted Voice: 


As to deſpiſe, yet I will honour Thee: 
While Great Men paſs, and from Thee turn away, 
J, that am Poor, will for Refreſhment ſtay. 


CRT 2 
So ye Fools! be enamour'd with your Pleaſure, 
Whilit I enjoy this Everlaſting Treaſure; 
Here's one that looketh Charming in his Tears, 


Brighter than any beauteous Virgin dreſt, 


| 8. as 

O Thou my Strength, be Thou a Strength to me, 
Be my Support in great Neceſſity: . 
Anoint mine Eyes with ſuch Reſtorative, 
That I may ſee; not only ſee, but live: 
Then ſhall I ſoon diſcern and appre hend | 
Thoſe Benefits which from thy Croſs deſcend ; 
Then, then thou wilt unto my Soul appear 
A Seat of Mercy, not a Cloud of Fear. 


Then ſhould 1 glory in my Saviour's Croſs, 
Count all beſides it as the Dung or Droſs: 


This is my Ark, from this I muft not move : 
Let me to Sin be crucify'd'with Thee, 
And then do Thou for ever dwell ine. 
„ 1 9. Canſt 
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141 


Canſt thou vouchſafe 8 dwell in ſuch a Soul, 
Who ſlighted Mercy, and by Sins made foul. 
Lord, I believe: O help my Unbelief ; 
Come, heal my Heart; it wanteth thy Relief. 
I hate the Sins that have defil'd my Heart ! 
Away, ye Swine! And now we'll ever part: 
No Devils ever ſhall inhabit here; 

Behold the Bridegroom of my Heart appears, 
Come, Holy Jeſu ! quickly dwell in me; 
If thou here lodge, how happy ſhall I be! 
Much happier indeed, my deareſt Lord, 
Than if the Angels took up their Abode. 


os 
Oh, ye beſotted, ſtupefied Jews, 
How cou'd you ſo our deareſt Lord abuſe! 
What faithleſs Spirit does your Heart poſſeſs, 
To murther Him who is our Righteouſneſs! © 
Can you his mighty Miracles think on, 
And yet perſiſt in what you have begun? 
Can you reflect, or will you ſtill detpiſe, 
And ſtill attempt ſuch horrid Villanies? 
Think how He did your haunted Country free 
From Satan's Bondage, and his Tyranny : | 
Think how he Healed all that to him came, 0 


The Deaf, the Dumb, the Blind, the Weak, the Lame, 
And hence forth reverence his holy Name. 


| : | 11. 
O O Dreadful Speftacle | —— 
Oh, that mine Eyes cou'd like to Fountains run, 
That I might weep for all the Sins I've done, 
And genlty ſupple in that ſtreaming Flood 
My finful Soul ! Oh, bathe it in thy Blood ! 
Purge me with Hyſſop, and I ſhall be clean, 
And then my Filthineſs cannot be ſeen. FR 


E 
Oh, bathe me in the Fountain thou haſt made, 
Where Sin is cover'd; and Uncleanne's laid; 
Then ſhall J look as vertually fair, 
As. Children fed on Babjlorian Chear. 
As th' panting Hart refreſning Waters crave, 
So doth my Soul deſite Ihet᷑ to haye-;. 
It cannot reſt, but flutters here and there, 
And, like the Dove: returns again with care 
To Thee, the Ark, in which I'll ſeek to dwell, 
When Sins tos great like to a Deluge ſwell. 
Great Gate of Merry; open unto me, | 
And hide me from th'offended Majeſty, 8 
And make a Covenant of Peace with me. 

12. 
O lovely Bridegroom of my fainting Soul, 
Thy Love aud Charity Iwill extol © 
How kind art Thou unto thy Enemies, 
Altho' thy Love anf Mercy they deſpiſe. 
Oh, what a Motive's this, to imitate 
Thy Tender Love, which is ſo wondrous great, 
That it ſurpaſſes all our Thouphts, and we 
Cannot deſcribe one half of that we ſee. 
What needſt thou care what did become of thoſe 
That were thy ſtubborn and hard-hearted Foes, 
That will not have Thee tb rule over them, 
But chuſe their Husks before a heav'nly Theme ; 
Thou that canſt live without Society, 
At leaſt, thou needeſt not our Company: 
Yet Love wie hin thy Breaſt burns like a Fire, 
Our Happineſs and Pardon to.defire 
As if from The they ne cet once had ſtray'd, 
Or thy Commandments ne er had diſobey'd ! 
Did ever Goodbeſs like this Goodneſs prove ? 
Oh, that I con'd be buſy d with this Love! 
The Love of Friends does no reſemblance beur, 
No Love of ours can with 53 ; 


Our 


[14] 


Our Love is borrow'd from thy brighter Fire; 
Without thy ſacred Love, outs will expire. 


12. | 
* They did but wiſh their Life might be reſign'd; 
Their Love was to a fing'e Place confin d. 

But Thine extends itſelf to ell Mankind: 

Theirs was attended with Inconſtancyj; 

Thine always Conſtant, and from Changes free. 


. 

Great Emperor of Souls! why nailed there 
Between two Thieves? There is ſome Emblem here: 
Thou ſteal it the Heart away; who can forbear 
Being eramour'd with thy Beauty there! 

To ſce Thee caſt a Look on thoſe that be e 
Scarce any thing but Sin and Miſery; | 
Who can forbear ro love ſuch Clemency ! C 
I am a Captive to that Law within, 

Which makes me Captive to the Law of Sin: 

Take me by Force from Priſon, ſet me free, 
Ard on my Head let Trophies rected be, ö 
And then rejoyce that thou h:{t corquer'd me. 
Oh, let me be content to undergo 

The Croſs with Thee, and its Reproaches too; 
That Thou may'ſt me remember, now Thou'rt (ct 
Incircl'd round with * in Glory great: 
Remember me with ſuch a Favour here, 

As thou doſt to thy Choſen People bear. 


O Jeſus! who can * Thee cry, I thirſt, 
And wou'd nor, for to ſerve Thee, be the firſt ? 
What canſt Thou thirſt for? but that wretched Man 
Might be implanted in thy Love again: 
Thou cameſt for this Purpoſe from Above, 

To ſhew Mankind thy vaſt expenfi:e Love: 


| * Rom. 5. 6. : 
> Thou 
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Thou left'ſt thy Throne, and all che Bleſſed Choir 
T' Invite poor Sinners to the Banquet there: 
For this Thou hungred'ſt, trzveI'd up and down 
Through Countries, Villages, and ev'ry Town; 
For this thou taughteſt in the Temple, where 
Wa: daily offer'd Sacrifice of Pray'r : 
All thou didſt, to call us Sinners Home ; 


And yet we ſtand, and do refuſe to come. 


In midſt of Pin and Anguiſh Thou didſt cry 
Aloud, I thirſt : While all the Standers by 
Suppoſing then for Water Thou didſt call, 
Ot for ſome comfortable Cordial; | 
They meaſur'd Thy Condition by their own 
Frail human Nature; Thine's a Nobler one: 
'Twas purer Thoughts that glowed in thy Breaſt ; 
*Twas Love to us, that caus'd Thee not to Reſt; 
 *T'wwas our Peace Thou thirſted'ſt afcer ſo, 
And didſt for us great Sorrows undergo : 
This was the ſweet refreſhing Cordial 
For which thou thirſted'ſt, when they gave thee Gal] : 
Thou thirſted'ſt for the humble Sinner's Tears, 

Thou didft releaſe him, free him from thoſe Fears 
He might expect from an offended Lord, 
Whoſe Will and Laws he ſlighted, and abhorr'd. 
Weep, weep mine Eyes, diſtil a-p:ce and ſhed 
Such pious Tears as holy David did; 
Like ſtreaming Fountains you may ever run, 
To quench the Thirſt of the Eternal Son. 

The Cup of Trembling I have offer'd Thee: 
Ah, bitter Drinx! Oh, great Indignity! 
Drink, Drink, my Deareſt Lord! Drink off theſe Tears: 
Behold, my Soul with ſenſe of Guilt appears; 
My Heart is ready to diſſolve away, 
When I remember how I've gone aſtray; 
Drink up this Heart, and let it mingl'd be 

With thy dear Bowels, which yearn after me: 


B 2 Oh, 
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Oh, viſit me with thy aſſiſting Grace, 
To do thy Will, and fo behold thy Face. 
16. 


Theſe ho! y Off 'rings that 1 bring with me, 
Are fervent Breathings of my H art for Thee, 
My Deareſt Lord: Do Thou me freely love, 


And from thy Croſs my Thoughts I will nat move. 


I do no Oyl, no Rams, nor Bullocks bring, 
No Creature but myſelf an Offering 
To Thee, my God : Thy Word does me ſuffice, 


That Thou delightcſt nor in Sacrifice. 


The World is Thine; and if it all to Thee 

Were offered, no Sacriſice could be: 

And I myſelf am truly not my own, 

Becauſe redeemed by Thy Only Son: 
Then all that 1 preſume to bring with me, | 
Are fervent Breathings of my Heart for Thee, 

Or humble Thanks unto thy Majeſty. 


My fainting Sonl deſires to appear 


Before thy Preſence, O thou Saviour. 

Oh, happy Time, when I fhallhe at reſt, 

An vith thy Favour, O my Lord, he blefs'd ; 
Io g for Pardon, Peace, and Happiness; 
Hunger and thirſt after thy Rigbteouſneſs; 

[1 :t I ſee ſome Beauty excellent, 

d tain be cloathed with that Ornament : 

My ſtrongeſt Breathings Ihen deſerveſt ſure ; 


My Panti. ęs after Thee ſhall evermore - 


Expre's that Gratitude I owe to Thee, 
Eecauſe Thou freely haſt redeemed me. 
That Man's a Stranger unto real Bl iſs, 


Who longs not after Thee our Rightcounek, 


Ha ignorant of Rickes, Lord, as he 
Who will not ſtrive to follow after Thee,- 
And of thy Yertues a Partaker be. b 5 


— 


17 4 
Oh, wou'd to God that all who breath and live, 
Wou'd but their Reaſonable Service give 
That Service which is thy Almighty due, 
As our Creator and Redeemer too. 
The Angels all already Happy be, 
And Mao was fallen into Miſery ; 
Bat to redeem them from this wretched State, 
( Altho' thy Majeſty's ſo wondrous great ) 
Thou wouldeſt die, our Sins to cxpiate : | 
Thou didſt deſcend the Throne of Majeſty, © 
And cloath Thyſelf with our Mortality, 
That equal witn the Angels we might be. 


17. 

Great Darling of the Holy Trinity, 
How do'ft thou haſten Death, that thou mayR die! 
From Thy redeemtng of the Sons of Men, 
Nothing can hold Thee, nothing can reſtrain, 
Not thine own Greatneſs, not thy Majeſty, 
Not thine own Preſerva ion hinders Thee; + 
Thou loveſt not Thyſelf, in loving me. ) 
How do'ſt thou fly, for to redeem us Men * 
From that inſernal e verlaſting Den, | 
Where Durknets never, never has an end. 
No Devils can affright or te: rifiz, 
No Pains can Thee diſcourage now: For why? : 
Ic 1s a Pleaſure unto Thee to Die. 

Thou longeſt till the mighty Work is done; 

Thou calleſt Death, and often bid'ſt him run; 
Thou bidNt him come away, and take Thee hence, 
That to us Thou thy Spirit might'ſt diſpenſe, 
O ſtrange, ſurprizing Mercy! What? ſeek Death! 
Whilft others fly, thou yield'ſt thy ſacred Breath. 
If we the Shadow of his Viſage fee, 
As frighted Mortals, run away, and flee; 
Becauſe we know he'll quickly pur an end 
To thoſe fe Days which we 13 ſpend: 

93 But 


6 
But thou do'ſt meet him, that an end may be 
Of all thy Suffer ings, and my Miſery. 
It's Death to Thee, O Saviour, not to die, 
52 great's thy yaſt unbounded Charity. 
| 8 


\ 18. 
Ah, my dear Lord! thy dying Lips I ſee, 


From which drop Words no Honey ſweeter be: 
Death now approaches for to take thee hence; 
Lord, look on me, on me thy Grace diſpenſe. 


Behold, my Soul, the God of Nature dies, 
The Graves are open'd, and the Saints ariſe ; 
The ſacred Temple's rent from fide to fide; 
The Rocks they ſplit, the Sun his Face does hide; 


The World's great Frame did in Convulſions lie, 
All Gloom and Darkneſs hoyer'd round the Sky; 


Nature itſelf diſorder'd was, to ſee 
Its Maker bleeding, dying on a Tree. 


At this I wonder not; yet wonder may, 


Why Nature *cſelf did not diſſolve avay ! xa 
But wretched Man, for whom all this was done, 
As unconcern'd, ſtood gazing, looking on, 
Reſolv'd to ſee what the Event might be 
Of this Unhappy-Happy Tragedy. 

I 


How ill, my deareſt Lond art thou repay'd ? 
For all thy Kindneſs, thou art diſobey'd: 
Thou arc a Father to the Fatherleſs, 
A Comfortcr to all in deep diſtreſs 5 | 
Th afflicted Widow thou didſt cauſe to ſing, 
And f om the Duſt the Poor and Needy bring; 
Lyes to the Blind thou art, Feet to the Lame, 
A Help to all that call upon thy Name; » 
Thou feed'ſt the Hungry, giv'ſt the Trav'ler reſt, 
And through thy Blood are all the Nations bleft. 
But yet the Young ones make of thee their Mirth, 
Children of Sinners viler than the Earth, = 4 
ate - * 
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Thou art their Song, their Sport, and Bye-word too, 
And in thy Face to ſpit ſpare not to do; 
They marr thy Path ; great's thy Calamity, 
Thy Welfare paſſes as a Cloud from thee. 
Oh, how Ungrateful, Lord, and how Unjuſt 
Are we at beſt, poor, vile, and ſinful Duft! 


20. 


Oh, infinite Patience! thus to bear 
Theſe great Affronts, yet haſt a tender Care 
Of thoſe who did this Patience abuſe; 
Off ring them Life, if they the Means will uſe. 
What do I hear ! Oh, then there's Hope for me; 
Lord, I have been an Enemy to thee; 
Twas my Uncleanneſs that beſmear'd thy Face, 
And all my Crimes thy Torments did encreaſe: 
All this I've done; and yet thou ſeem'ſt to be 
Loth I ſhou'd periſh in my Miſery; 
For thou haſt reconciled, by thy Blood, 
Old Adam's loſt Poſterity, to God. 
Bleſsd News! O King of Kings! Eternal One, 
Thou cry'ſt, It is fulfill'd, The Time is come, 
The Work of out Redemption now is done; 
Thy Father's Anger does no more appear, 
We may approach, but with an awful Fear. 


"ST. 


Hear this, ye guilty Souls ! Come, enter i in ; 

Come: all that's laden with the ſenſe of Sin; 
Throw off your Chains! Run to this Mighty Rock! 
Open this Door! Enter, ye ſinful Flock! 

Haſte to this Fountain! Kiſs this Lovely Son! 
Embrace this Mercy! Don't delay, but Run ! 
Do you diſpute the thing, Whether or no, 

*Tis beſt to ſtay, or if tis beſt to go? 
Is't poſſible chat you can thus demur, 
Or light the Med'cine that muſt work the Cure? 

| B 4 What 


And to Obedience doth my Will conſtrain. 
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What thou haſt done, O Lord's exceeding well, 
And all thy Creatures may thy Mercies tell: 


The Deaf Man Hears, the Dumb Man Praiſes thee, 
Lord, open thou my Lips, that fo my Mouth 
May ſpeak thy Praites, and declare thy Trath ; 
Oh, give me ſuch an Underſtanding Heart, 

That from thy Precepts I may not depart; 


Open mine Eyes, that I may clearly ſee 


How Kind, how Loving thou haſt been to me. 
| 22. ; 

O Lord, my Life! thou didſt indeed fulfil 
Thy own Eternal Father's ſacred Will ; 
*T was fit One Man ſhould for the People Die, 
And free the Nations from their Miſery. 
Ah! where, indecd, wou'd poor Mankind have ſtray'd, 
If thou for us had'ſt not a Ranſom pay'd ? 
Where, for a Refuge in our Miſery, JE 
Shou'd we repair? Oh, whither ſhould we fly? 
We muſt have wander'd into Caves and Dens, 
Be'ng deſtitute, tormented, void of Friends ; 
We muſt have liv'd in Fear perperually, 


Ard from Death's Terrorsne'er ſhou'd have beenfree, 


Which thro” this Death we muſt have emer'd in, 
In what Confuſion wou'd our Souls have been ! 


It once the Diſmal Place (Hell) we had ſeen, 0 
No hope of Life or Mercy cou'd there be; 


Of Bliſs no hope, no probability: 
Our Souls wou'd there have been in Pain, 


And on Deſpair's uneaſy Rack have lain: 
But thou, thro' Death, haſt now. deliver'd thoſe 
Who, thro' this Bondage, were moſt deadly Foes ; 


And by thy Death, O Lord, our Souls are free 


From Fear, Deſpair, and ſet at Liberty: 
Thy Death o'er me a mighty Pow'r doth gain, 


ob, 


— 


1 
Oh, let me riſe with thee to Rghteouſneſs, 
And let thy Death my ſinful Life ſuppreſs; 
Set thou my Feet upon a Rock of Stone, 
Guide thou my Heartand Thoughts whem I'm alone; 5 
For, like a wandring Sheep I went aſtray: 
O ſeek me, lead me to Eternal Day 


Thou art the Bread deſcending from Above, 
And with this Bread thou offereſt thy Love: 
Great was that Love hich this doth repreſent 3 
O Food Divine! O Holy Nourifhment ! 

O Son of God! tlo/ſt thou here offer me | 
Thy Sacred Fleſn, and bid me feed on thee 3 
Here thou art-offer'd and apply'd by Faith, 
Here the Believer a Communion hath 
With thy dear Bady, and thy precious Blood. 
And Grace is fſirengthen'd boy this wholſom Food. 
For here, by Virtue of our Union, 
We have with there a real Communion. 
As Branches of themſelves can bear no Fruit, 
Except united to their proper Root 3 

No more can we a Life of Grace maintain, 
Except in Chriſt (the Vine) we ſtill remains 
He doth provide, that we fhall always have 
Sufficient to maintain that Life he gave. 
Haſt thou prepared ſuch a Feaſt for me, 
My Soul invited too to Sup with thee, 
Thou Sacred Lamb, who for my Sins waſt ſlain ? 

Oh, whatan Honour's this! to entertain 
So frail a Creature at this mighty Feaſt, 
Where Grace is actuated, Love-encreas'd'! 
Here thou ere&'ft a Banner; b1d'ft me fit 2 
Under this Vine, and to it often get; 
Oh, ſttengthen me wich Fruit which ene from 1 it.) 
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Were all the Fowl, or Fiſn within the Sea, 
Dre s'd for my Entertainment, twou'd not be © 
So much as this plain Diet is to me, 

Tell me rot then of Ab'ſuerus Feaft, 

How curious his Diſhes, fine his Taſte 3 

All are buc Scraps, if to it you compare 

This mighty Feaſt, where Angels Waiters are: 
This is that great and coſtly Wedding-Feaft 

That fills with Joy the Heart of every Gueſt : 

For God himſelf is always preſent here, 

To crown his Servants, who attend him there, 
With Pardon, Peace, and with a Right to have 
Thoſe mighty Bleſſings he by Promiſe gave. 
On, happy Souls! Oh, bleſſed Company, 

That's nouriſh'd for a bleſs d Eternity! 

'Tis here that we behold God reconcil'd, 


Th' offended Father hugs the guilty Child; 


*Tis here we lee united as in one, oF 
The Creature Man, and the Eternal Son : C 
O happy Creature! bleſſed Union! 
Here are his faithful Servants ſurely bleſs'd, 
He bids em lie and in his boſom reft. | 
This, this is Honour! Who can it compare ) 
Not Belteſbaxzar with his Banquet-Fare, 2 
Nor all that do the Name of Monarch bear. 
When Crowned Heads do to Inferiors ſtoop, 
And Slaves with Monarchs are allow'd to Sup ; 
They much eſteem the Favour, count it great, 
And do with pleaſure often it repeat : 
Then, ſure, the Favour ſtill muft greater be, 
When Creatures Feaſt with God, whoſe Majeſty 
Does far ſurmount, there's no Compariſon. 
*Twixt earthly Kingdoms, and his Heavenly one; 
.Th' one is tranſitory, fades away, 5 

And t'other bides until Eternal Day. 
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Wonderful Love ! wart not enough for thee, ) 

Clearly to manifcft thyſelf to me, 
Bur thou my Focd and Diet too will be ? 
Thou art content to dwell within this Breaſt ; 
O take it to thy habitable Reſt : 8 
Be thou my Guide, my Ways for to direct, 

My King to rule me, and my Heart protect; 

A Fajzher too, both tender, dear art thee, 

My Lord and Maſter, to take care of me, 
My deareſt Saviour, whom I will obey; 
My Advocate, to hear me when I pray; 
Thou Prieſt and Altar art, which ſanctifies 

All that we offer as a Sacrifice; 
My Mediator, to ſecure for me 
Thy Father's Love, a bleſs'd Eternity. i 
Theſe are ſuch Favours that's too great for me; 
Too great for thee to give they cannot be. 
Thou ſee ſt my Soul doth want its proper Meat, 
And ſomething Spirit'al muſt have to eat: 
Alas! the World its Food can never be; 
For Mortal feeds not Immortality. 

Thou, Deareſt Jeſu, art that grateful Food 
That 1 muft feed on, and thy precious Blood, 
My hungring, thirſty Soul will fatiffile; 
For without thee, I pine away and die. 
When all my Thoughts on thee do contemplate, 
And on thy Charity I meditate; 
When my Deſires love, long after thee, 
And to thy Will I can conformed be; 
When all my Faculties in thee delight; 
When thou appeareſt Lovely, Charming, Bright 
And Amiable to my Soul; Oh, then 

It hath the Food its Nature to maintain: 
Oh, then it's like to live: When once ir grows, 
Then Angels viſit it; the World's its Foes; 8 
„ 1 Tn, Tis 
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2 thou alone, O Lord, and only thee 
an' ſt make it flourifvlike: the Almond: Trer. 


Oh, how Delightful and how Sweet art thee, 

Sweeter than Honey art thou unto me; 

This Bread doth ſtrengthemto a Miracle; 

This Blood revives, and makes me tractable; 

This holy Food with uhich I now am fed? 

Is Food for Angels, more than common Bread; 
Its as the Dew which fell on Hermon Hill, 

Whoſe Waters does my Sdul with Comforts fill. 

Under thy Croſs, my Lord, my God, . I'll: ftand, 

Will o ＋ wide my Mouth; do:thouthy Hand: 

Behold, my Heart is ready to receive 

This Food divine thou offereſt to give. 

Awake, awake, Eternal Spirit, blow 

Upon my Garden, water: thow-it'ſo; 

That pleaſant Spices readily mayfſow: 

O let Mit Manna ſatisfie-my: Taſte; 

And then in thee ſnall all my Joy be: placd. 
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CHAP. Ib 


Ac of Vertues and holy Graces, ro be 
uſed Before or At tha Time: of Receruing 
the blelſed Sacrament. 


An Act of Faith . 


3D ORD, I believe; O let my Faith Aill.be )- 
BL $ Enlarged and enlighten'd. by thee, ( 
De And make this holy Food to.nouriſh me. 


| Lord, I believe; and, by my Faitli; do ſte 
Thee bleeding, dying, nailed co a Tree; * 
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Thy holy Body yielding up its Breath, 
To ſave us Sinners from Eternal Death. 
In thee I do thy Father's Anger fee, 
Gainſt Sin: In this thy dolefal Agony, 
His Juſtice and his Mercy is diſplay d, 
Since thou a holy Sacrifice art made, 


Io thee, O Lord, I look, and fix mine Eyes, 
With humble Faith, upon that Sacrifice, J 
And on my Head lay my Iniquities. 


Thou didft accept the pious Mary's Tears, 

And didſt remove the humble Sinner's Fears: 

Accept me, Lord; Oh, caft not out my Pray'r, 
But let me find a kind Reception here. 


Ny fainting Soul its ſplendent Rays wou'd loſe, 

If thou did ſt not thy mighty Pow infuſe; 
And with thy Fleſh, and thy dear precious Blood, 
Refreſh it of with thy Celeftial Foot. 


An Act of Repent ance. 


Come, O Lord, and at thy Foot-ſtoo! lie, 
Becauſe my Sins aloud for Mercy cry : 
My guilty Conſcience in my Face diſplays 
Guilt's fatal Emblem in its blackeft Rays. 
Oh, how with Terror I'm encompaſs d round, 
Within my Breaſt no Comforter is found ; 
All Outward Things in Horror do appear, 


N thin is Full of Dread anal CAT». 
An og Spring with Water cou' (upply 


Theſe Eyes of mine which now from Tears are dry; 
And gently ſupple in this ſtreaming Flood 5 8 
_ My wretched Soul: Lord, bathe it in thy Blood. 
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When I think on that Blood which thou haft ſhed, 
And call to mind the Life that I have led, 


I am confounded, know not where to fly 
From thy Offended, Dreadful Majeſty. 


But when I-call to mind thy Charity, 
And think, it was for Sinners thou didſt die, 
Then am [I lifted up! with Hope t'appear 
Before thy Preſence, O my Saviour! 


O Lord my God, now for me intercede 
With thy dear Father, and thy Merits plead : 
Let me find ſhelter in thy wounded Side, 
Until his mighty Anger's pacify'd, 


If thou do'ſt ask, then the Eternal Love 
Will ſuddenly into Compaſſion move. 
When once the Son the Sinner doth preſent, 
The Father ſoon in pity will relent. | 


An Ad of Love. 


O Bleſſed Jefus, moſt to be ador d, | afford ? 
What Sweetneſs, what Delight do'ſt thou 
It thy ſweet Oyntment did the World reviye, 

Oh, what Refection muſt thy Table give 


If ev'ry Word proceeding from thy Mouth 
Gives Life ; Oh then, Eternal Truth ! 
What Joy is it, Oh, what Felicity, 
Thus to be fed by, thus to live in thee, 7 
By Faith which worketh by a perfect Love, 
Which caſteth out, does jealous Fears remove! 


Shall not my Bowels melt away in thee, 
Thou Son of Light ! Eternal Purity! © 
How is it then, that I ſhou'd fo delight 
In pleaſing of my brutiſh Appetite ? | 
x . A ſirgle 
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A ſingle Pleaſure, poor and empty Joys, 
At beſt unſatisfying, fooliſh Toys, 
Which yield no Pleaſures, yer prevail on me 
Quite to forget, or coldly think on thee ? 


Now thou art preſent, O my deareſt Lord, 
All other Pleaſures ſhall be now abhorr'd : I 
The World itſelf ſhall now forgotten be, | 
Its Joys I'll quit, only to feed on thee, . 

O Bleſſed Saviour, it thov'lt pleaſed be. 


But open thou thy ſweet Repoſitum, 
Whence Vertues flow, and holy Graces come, 
And fill my Soul, and my inflamed Heart, 
That all beſides thee may from thence depart. 


Thou called'ſt me, but I, alas, ſtood ſtill; 
Thou bid ſt me ope* my Hand, for thee co fill; 
But I deny'd thee, held the World ſo faſt, 
Thy proffer'd Goodneſs I refus'd to taſt; 
I claſp'd the World, and wou'd not let it go, 
Open my Hand, not Hand, but Heart alſo. 


An Act of De ſire. 


S th'Hart doth pant after the Water-brook 
My Soul doth thirſt on thee,dear Lord, to look; 
Thee, thee alone, whoſe Love did fo excel, 
That with the Sons of Men didſt chuſe to dwell : 


Dwell, ſweeteſt Saviour; Delight in me. 7 
What do Iask? Oh, can it ever be, 
That God ſhou'd dwell or take delight in me. 


Grant that in thee I always may delight; 
Be thou a God of Mercy, ſhining bright, 
Willing to pardon, ready to forgive, | 
To ſanGtifie me, and my Heart receive. 5 
C2 Oh 
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Oh, that I never may offend thee more, 
Nor grieve the Holy Spirit I adore, 
Nor never may again to Anger move 
The Angel of the Covenant of Love. 


Is thy Delight among the Sons of Men, 

And didit thou condeſcend to dwell with them ? 
Didft thou once viſit beaut'ous Eden's Shade, 

And talked'ſt with the Creature thou hadſt made? 


Then viſit me, to me thy Grace diſpenſe, 
And fill me with thy Spirit's Excellence: 
Let me be like thee in ſome ſmall degree, 
Or elſe thou canſt not take Delight in me. 


Thou art thine own Effential Happineſs, 
And in thyſelf alone do'ſt Joys poſſeſs 
All this thou'ſt ſaid, and ſtili do'ſt ſpeak the ſame 3 
For which, adored be thy Holy Name, 


. An Ad of Thankfulne/s. 


O Bleſſed Jeſu! O Myſterious Love! 

Author of Life, in whom we live and move; 
For ever praiſed be thy glorious Name, 

From whom alone loſt Man's Redemption came: 


Thou art thy People's Great Deliverer z 
Oer Sin and Death a mighty Conqueror 
Our ſtrongeſt Enemies thou ſcatcer'ſt wide, 
At once diſarmeſt, and do'ft them divide. 


Oh, grant me, Lord, nothing to know but thee 37 
Let worldly Grandeur now accounted = 
As ſo much Droſs, as ſo much Vanity. 


Iwill endeavour (O do thou diſpenſe 
Thy holy Spirit's gracious influence! EN E 
0 
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To yield Obedience to thy ſacred Laws, 
Thou Spring of Life, of Life the only Cauſe! 


Let me now have a Fellowſhip with thee 55 
In all thy Suff rings; in Community 
Of Grace; of Glory a Partaker be: 


That ſo beginning here to praiſe thy Name, 
As Mortals can, clothed in mortal Frame; 
We may adore thee, when again we live, 
According to thoſe Meaſures we receive. 
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of the Particulars to be obſerved at 1 be 
Lord's Table. 


1. 
e cCome, O Lord, thy Mercy to adore, 
818 Ny own defective wretched ſtate deplore: 
8588 come to thee, and at thy Foot-ſtool bow; 
Lord, I no Merit plead; yet Grace allow, 
And with Amazement view thy wondrous Love, 
That at thy Table ſhou'dſt ſach Gueſts approve. 
Oh, who will give unto my thirſty Soul 
Thoſe pleaſant Waters of Bethlehem's Pool? 
Wherewith ſhall J approach, or how draw nigh 
To bow myſelf before thy Majeſty ? TX 
Shall I bring Rams or Bullocks unto thee ? ; 
Or will thy Nature better pleaſed be 
With Juſtice, Mercy, and Humility ? 
I bring a broken Heart: Do not deſpiſe 
This willing, but unworthy Sacrifice, 
„„ A Soul 
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A Soul that's laden with the ſenſe ef Sin; 

I beg that thou wou'dſt waſh and make me clean, > 
And then my Filthineſs will not be ſeen 7 
A Soul that ſees, and now, O Lord, does know, 

No Peace or Comfort is in Things below. 

But at ſome diſtance, O my God, I ſee 

The Conſolation that les hid in thee 

That Joy, that Peace, which all Men do poſſeſs, 

Who do delight in Truth and Uprightneſs. 

Thou art the bright illuftr'ous Morning-ſtar ! 

O ſhine on me, my Soul revive and chear 5 

On me diſplay thy bright reſp/erdent Rays, 

And with thy Spirit guide me all my Days. . 

Of all Perfections I have ſeen an end, | 

And know they all to Vanity do tend, | 5 

But of thy boundleſs Merits know no end; 

Theſe conquer Death, ſubdue the Pow'rs of Hell, 

Makes God our Friend, and dev liſh Luſts expel. 

How have I doated on this fading World ; 

How ſafely ſlept, within its Arms been lull'd : 

But now I ſee it's all but Vanity; | 

Its faireſt Beauty is Defurmity, 5 

When it, dear Jeſu, is compar'd with thee. 

O ſweeteſt Jeſus ! Life's immortal Spring! 

To thee my hungring thirſty Soul I bring. 

O ſatisfie me with thy Mercy; ſoon 

On me beſtow ſome Grace, ſome holy Boon. 

Oh, how much better is it to be here, 
Where thou haſt choſe thy Seat, thy Dwellings are, 
Than in the greateſt Monarch's Court of State, 
Id rather chuſe the Threfhold of thy Gate: 

For in thy Courts one Day is better far, 
Than in another Place a thouſand are : 
One Day, one Hour, here devoutly ſpent, 

Is real Joy, is ſolid, true Content. 


Here 
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Here, the Tremendous Majeſty does bow 
To Creatures that be poor and needy too : 

Here, Majeſty itſelf deſcends the Throne, 

And does his Creatures as his Brethren own : 
Here, the Eternal Son, who's Great and Juſt, 
Doth oft converſe with vile and finful Duſt, 

How various are thy Ways, O Lord my God, 
To thoſe we tread, or thoſe which we have trod: 
We ſhun a Lazarus when full of Sores, 

And drive him do both from our Gates and Doors : 
But when thou do'ſt behold an humble Soul, 5 


Its wretched State, and wicked Life condole, 
Thouirt preſent to bind up, to make it whole. 
How Charming, O how Bountiful art thee 
To Adam's loft, undone Poſterity! | 
O Love unheard of! Love that knows no end 
Thus to embrace a Traytor as a Friend ! 
Cou'd there be greater Love beſtow'd by thee, 
Than Sacrificing of thyſelf for me? 
Can there be greater Love, my deareſt Lord, 
Than what's diſpenſed from this holy Board. 
How amiable, O how wondrous fair, 
Thy Gifts and Graces, thy Perſections are! 
I come, O Lord, to beg an Alms of thee, 
A mighty Favour: O deny not me; 
For tis thyſelf I beg, as mine to be. 
O warm my Heart, O kindle in my Breaſt 
That holy Love, whoſe Nature cannot reſt 
In things that's mortal, which do fade and die, 
But ſoars above the lofty cryſtal Sky; 
A Love that burns, and ſo d iſſolves away 
Theſe vile Affections in this Lump of Clay. 
Take from thine Altar, Lord, a burning Coal, 
I' unglew my Heart, to, melt my frozen Soul; 
Drive out my Luſts, and let my Mind be free 
To learn thy Precepts, and to follow thee : 
"6 <> O change 


— — UE ·˙Q = OO ec——_—_ 


© S001 
o change my Heart, O give me fervent Love, 
Thou Mighty Lord, thou Glorious God above. 


N 


| y 
OW I muſt joyn with all the Members here, 
And offer up a Sacrifice of Pray'r ; 

They for the Univerſal Church do Pray, 
For Princes alſo that the Sceptre way 
For Prieſts and Deacans that attend his Grace, 
And miniſter within his Holy Place ; 
For all Conditions and Eſtates of Men, 
That Conſolations may abound in them; 
They humbly on their Knees their Sins confeſs 
Adore his Goodneſs, and his Right ouſneſs; 

They do intreat, That he wou'd pleaſe to grant 
Such Helps of Grace, which every Day they want; 

That all that's preſent may Partakers be 
Of their dear Saviour's Love and Charity. 


| 3. 
T TEre I moſt repreſent and eall to mind ) 
How naked once I was, how wretched, blind, 3 
Before my Jeſu was ſo wondrous kind ; | 
How much forſaken, and how far was driv in 
From Eden's Shades, or from the Coaſts of Heav'n. 
Here J muſt imitate his Clemency, | 
And give to thoſe that Poor and Needy be, 
Lord, I will wait at this Betheſaa's Pool, 
For thee to touch my finful wounded Soul: 
O let thy Angel now deſcend from thee, 
To ftir theſe Warers, that I heal'd may be 
Of my Uncleanneſs, my Infirmity: . 
Look down, O Lord, behold a wretched Soul 
' Prams near; O Great Phyſician, make me whole. 


—— _ 4. 1 
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4. 
Muſt reſiſt all Earthly Thoughts and Cares, 
And bid adieu to all this World's Aﬀairsz 
Like Lepers, they muſt ſeparated be, 
When I approach the Awful Majefty 
I muſt, with Mary, chuſe the better part; 
And not, with Martha, bring a careful Heart: 
All Thoughts of Merchandize I muſt abhor, 
Since 't1s the Pearl of Price I traffick for. | 
I muſt not reſtleſs or uneaſy be, | 
For any Debt that's owing unto me, 
Since I am Debtor to God's Majeſty. 
I muſt not now torment or grieve my Mind 5 
With anxious Thoughts, but rather think how kind 
My Saviour is, who now beſtows on me . 
A Title to his great Felicity. 
My Faith ſhall mount to Heaven, and employ 
"Itſelf in thinking, with exceeding Joy, 
What great Proviſion here is made for me, 8 


By the Tremendous Awful Majefty, 

That I, Co-heir with Chrift, a Son might be? : 
When ſenſual Thoughts ariſe within my Breaſt, 
Bid them depart, for here they muſt not reſt. 


Fo 


Spiritual Reflexions on the Breaking the 
holy Bread. 


Ehold, my Soul, what Myfteries are here ! 
What Wonders in theſe Elements appear! 
The Broken Bread, doth repreſent to thee 
Thy Saviour's Paffion, and great Agony. 
How was thatfacred Fleſh in Pieces tore, 
And his adored Body wrackt all oer? 5 
e 10 
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In vain we do his Murtherers accuſe, 

And lay the Blame upon the cruel Fews ; 

Alas, they were External in the Fact; 5 

Twas you, my Sins, that did the barb'rous Act. 

O monſtrous Sins, G Crimes to be abhorr'd, 

Which caus'd ſuch Suff rings to my deareſt Lord! 

His Sacred Head, by you, with Thorns was crown'd, 

By ycu, his Bleſſed Side receiv'd that Wound; 

You were the Martherers, for you he dy'd, 

Twas you, my deareſt Jeſu crucify'd. 
Break, break, my Heart, and flow with Tears my) 
And that will be a pleafing Sacrifice, Eyes, 
Which my bleſs'd Suff ring Lord will not deipiſe : ) 

Then he'll ſpeak Peace unto my wounded Soul, 
And with his precious Balm will make it whole; 
He in thy Wounds his Wine and Oyl will pour, 

And you ſhall figh, and grieve, and mourn no more. 

Behold chis broken Bread, my Soul, and ſee 

The Great, the Wondrous, Awful Myſtery !. 

Here thy Good Lord doth to thy Senſes ſhow 

His dear, amazing, dying Love for you ; 

This of his Body the Communion is, ; 
Which ſhews that He is ours, and we are His ; 
And tho' that Loaf is broken, tis all one, 

So we Believers are in Union, 

And make up that great Body Myftical, 

And Jeſus Chriſt Supreme, the Head of all: 

He governs us by Divine Influence, 

And to our Souls his Graces does diſpenſe. 

Rejoyce, my Soul, and be no more affraid, 

The Waves and Billows of God's Wrath are laid-; 

His Storms of Vengeance do no more appear, 

The Thunder's gone, the Clouds diſperſe and clear ; 

The Trumpet of his War does make no Noiſe, 

He ſpeaks unto our Souls in a ſtill Voice, 


Oh, 


* ; © 
Oh, break with Him no more, but ſtill preſerve 


His Friendſhip, and thy Dying Saviour ſerve. 
T' abuſe ſuch Love, don't entertain a Thought, 


Nor grieve thy Lord, who thee ſo dearly bought : 


Thou art his Friend ; ſee that thon ſo remain, 
For fear He never be thy Friend again. 


&- 
. Reflexions on the Pouring out the holy Wine. 


Fus, O my Soul, thus flow'd the precious Blood 


Of the tormented Jeſus, like a Flood 
It iffu'd from his ſacred wounded Side, 
When with a Spear they did his Veins divide: 
Thus did the coftly Juice run like a Stream, 
And all to waſh polluted Sinners clean. 
But, O my Soul, when dawns that happy Day 
When your Uncleanneſs ſhall be waſh'd away? 
When, by Repentance, will you forward moye, 
And make thyſelf an Object of this Love? 
Ariſe, in Jordan waſh, and then thy Fleſh, 
Like as an Infant's, will be young and freſh, 
Alas, my Soul, had not this Blood been fhed, 
We muſt eternally have periſhed ; 
No Pardon cou'd we hope for, until he 
Had ſatisfy d offended Majeſty : 
For, from the ſhedding of this Blood, we do 
Date both our Happineſs and Pardon too, 
- When God beheld his own Beloved Son 
A Sacrifice, the Father's Love was won ; 
He then beheld us with a pleaſing Look, 
And writ our Names in's Everlaſting Book. 
How ſweet, how pleaſant is this facred Blood, 
My proper Nouriſnment, and holy Food! 
How high's its Value, how great its Eſteem, 
Which did a World of Sinners thus Redeem ! 


How 
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How Wholſom's this, whoſe Vertues will expet 
Thoſe mortal Wounds that in our Souls do dwell ! 


O Deareſt Blood ! Drop drop upon my Heart, 
Refreſh and ſtrengthen ev'ry Vital Part ! 


Come, Moſt Adored Spirit, dwell in me, 


And by a holy Faith I'll dwell in Thee. 


| 7. 
At the Receiving the holy Bread, 
My Jeſu! my Life! my Comforter ! 


Thou dy'dft,that I might live for evermore: 
Lord, I remember it, and thee adore. 
Oh, wake me thine, and thine alone make me; 


| Give me thyſelf my daily Food to be 
Come, Holy Spirit, rule me, be my Guide, 


And make me always in thy Laws abide : 
Let ſuch a holy Mind be ſeen in me, 
As in the Son of God appear'd to be. 


0, thus: 5 
Sacred Bread, which repreſents to me 
Thy bloody Sweat, and bitter Agony, 
Thy Lips all wan, thy bowing Head and Face, 
Thy Arms extended, ready to embrace 
The pooreſt Sinner that attendeth here, 


Amen. | 


| Which Objects are of thy Almighty Care; 


Give me an Appetite to feed on thee, 
And ſweetly reliſh: what thou giveſt me: 


Make Sin, the fatal Food that I have eat, 


As bitter now, as once it ſeemed ſweet ; 


Let thy good Spirit all my Actions Guide, 
O never ſuffer me to go aſide. | 


Amen. | 


14 
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6 
Ae the Receiving the holy Wine. 


Blefſed Balſam for a wounded Heart, 
Refreſh and comfort me in ev'ry Part: 
Thou ſov'reign Salve! thy Virtue now apply: 
If thy dear Blood relives me not, I die: 
O waſh me clean, with Hyſſop ſprinkle me, 
As white as Snow let me preſented be. 
I have deſerv'd to taſte of thy Diſpleaſure, 
But here thou fill'ſt me with thy Hidden Treaſure, 
O wretched Soul, think on this mighty Love, 
Eſteem the Donor, and his Laws approve ; 
O magnifie him, and his Aid implore, 
| Yea, always him admire, and him adore, 


Amen, 
„„ Or thus : | 
O My dear Lord! I will be always thine; 
Permit me now to taſte this holy Wine : 
Here thou commandeſt and thou teacheft me 
To learn thy Precepts, and to follow thee. 
Lord, do thou help me, and aſſiſt me too, 
And by thy Spirit teach me what to do : 
Let thy great Meekneſs now my Pattern be; 
I promiſe to ſubmit myſelf to thee | 
In all Obedience and Conformity : 
So ſhall I learn and teach thy ſacred Way 
To all Tranſgteſſors who have gone aftray. * g 
| | N | No 


CHAP. 
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r 
A Meditation after Receiving the 
bleſſed Sacrament. 


I. ä 
6.3 Hence is it, that the mighty King of Kings, 
WI Who'eEyes do ſearch out ev'ry ſecret thing, 
£6933 Shou'd come to viſit ſuch a Wretch as I; 

Not only viſit, but for me ſhou'd die ? 

O my Jeſu! to whom do'ſt thou thus bow? 
Or what's the Creature that thou ſtoopeſt to? 
A Den of Thieves, in which the Vipers hide; 
A Heart in wt ich Uncleanneſſes abide. 5 
How often haſt thou cleans'd me with thy Grace, 
Yet my Tranſgreſſions daily do encreaſe, 8 
And Sin in me has yet the greater place. 
Io't poſſible that God will feaſt with him, 
Who did his Mercy and his Laws contemn ? 
It is not only poſſible, but done, 
Mine Eyes have ſeen the mighty Works begun; 
My great Redeemer has convers'd with me, 
Tho of his Favour I unworthy bez _ 
His gracious Intreats I have long withſtood, 
And daily render'd Evil for his Good, 
And undervalu'd Him that cal! ed me 
To his Salvation, his Felicity. 
What ſhall I ſay, what Anſwer ſhall I give, 
Why ſo ſecure in Sin I daily live? 
Why all this time Offending I have bin ? 
And have ſo long been wallo'ing in my Sin ? 
Thou daily do'ſt me to Repentance move, 
Such is thy Goodneſs, and thy mighty Love. 


Lord, 
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Lord, what was it that ſo attracted thee, 
To make thee leave thy Father's Company, 
And dwell in this Abyss of Miſery. 


0 my Feſus ! 


Let thoſe amazing Tears which thou taft ſhed 


Refreſh my Soul, with Balm anoint my Head : 
Tie me by Bonds; let me not from thee part, 
But let thy Scourges ſoften my hard Heart; 
Let thy Deriſions be a Strength to me, 

And let thy Croſs raiſe me from Earth to thee ; 
Reign over me, teach me thy ſacred Will; 
give me Powr, that I may it fulfil 3 

Lord, never ſuſter me to go irom thee, 

Nor th2u forſake, or to depart from me: 
Let not the fading Creature draw me more 
Than thou my Great and Mighty Creator; 
Nor Vanity, more than Eternity 

Nor Miſery, more than Felicity 

Let not the Sting or Bitterneſs of Sin 

Be dearer to me than thy Law has been ; 
My Lzve is mine, and I am his alone, 

Grant me thy Favour, or I am undone. 

O that He were more lovely in my Eyes, 

Then wou'd I kiſs him, ſhou'd not him deſpiſe 3 
All my Deſires, Lord, are known to thee 
Whatever thee diſpleaſes, take from me; 
Give me an humble Heart; content to be 
Accounted little, for the ſake of thee; 

Give me a Heart of Strength, that ſo I may 
With Chearfulneſs all thy Commands obey z 
Give me a kind, a tender, melting Heart, 

In others Sufferings to bear a part; 

Make free my Hearc, that nothing hinders me 
Or can divert from running aſter thee ; 
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Give 
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Give me an Heart of Fleſh, that perfectly 
I may adore thee, and thee magnify. 

Come now, with me, and Praiſe this Mighty Lord, 
All ye that have been feaſted at his Board. 
Lord, I will Praiſe thee with an upright Heart, 

Do thou vouchſaſe thy Graces to impart 3 

Thy Righteouſneſs for ever does endure, 

Thy tender Mercy is for ever ſure: 

"Thou ſtill art kind and merciful to all 

That on thy Name do moſt devoutly call; 
Thou'rt Wonderful, O Lord, in all thy Ways, 

let all the World for ever give thee Praiſe ; 

Thou ęiveſt Meat to all that do thee fear, 7 -- 
And Food for ev'ry Creature do'ft prepare, 

By thy Eternal Providential Care. | 
Thy Handy-work is Tru h and Veri:y, 
end all thou do'ſt is done with Equity : | 


All thy Cemmandments precious are, and pute, 


And will for ever, evermore endure: | 
Tnou haſt Redemption ſent to thoſe that were 
Co: fin'd in Bondage, and laborious Care; 
Thy Cov nant eſtabliſhed wich them, 

Holy and Rev'rend's thy Adored Name : 
Thou raiſcſt up the Pour, and do'ſt defend 
The needy Man that on thee doth depend; 
Thou ſet'ſt him equal to the mighty Prince; 
So great's thy Pow'r, ſo good thy Providence: 
Thou giveſt poor diſtreſſed Widows Joy; 

\ Ti:y Praiſes ſhall our lofty Notes employ. 


8. 

I muſt now for my fellow-Members Pray, 
Who at this Feſtival have been this Day, 
That God wou'd feed them with his holy Word, 
Ard cleanſe them by th' Effuſion of his Blood 3 


That 


1 

That Chriſt may reign in them victoriouſſy, 
And govern'd by his Spirit they may be; 

That from its mighty Influence may ſprivg 

The Sp'rit of Joy, Peace, and Long-ſufferivg. 
Let all who love the ſacred Name of Chriſt 
Walk worthy of the holy Euchariſt ; 

Ler all of them come holy, ſuitably, 

Like Perſons that ſeem ſenſible to be, 
How great's the Favour, and how large the Love 
Of God to us, whoſe Dwelling is Above. 


| Jo - 

O King of Kings, O Great Infinity | 
Great is that Honour Ive receiy'd of thee, 
To feaſt with thee within that holy Place 


Which thou haft made the Foot-ftool of thy Grace: 


Thou haſt embrac'd me in thy loving Arms, 
Aad to my Soul diſcover'd Vertue's Charms. 
How lovely in thine Eyes did he appear, 
Who truly ſerves, and truly thee does fear! 
Here way the Words of David be apply'd, 
My Soul ſhall jy in thee my Strength and Guide, 
And in thy great Salvation will rejoyce, 
And thy Commandments freely make my choice. 
Since thou baſt given me my Heart's deſire, 
And granted all T ask, or cou'd require; 

I asked Life, and Life thou gaveſt me, 

A Life that ever is from Changes free, 

A Favour great; Who can it comprehend ? 
Secure on thee J ever will depend; 


Thy mighty Grace, and thy out-ſtretched Arm 
Shall me defend from their malignant Charm. 


And when my ſubtile Foes deſign me harm, 8 


My Soul now being in a goodly. frame, 


In ſacred Hymns I'll praife God's holy Name: 
| D3 At 
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At Home his Loving-kindneſs I'll confeſs, 
And with my Mouth his glorious Acts expreſs. 
The Cripple praiſed God; and ſhall not I, 
Now he has healed my Infirmity? 
Far greater reaſon haſt thou, O my Soul, 
To give him Thanks, and his Great Name extol; 
Thou that waſt dead in Treſpaſſes and Sins, 
Art raiſed up, through holy Sufferings. 
O God, my Heart ſhall ſtill in thee rejoyce, 
My Tongue ſhall laud thee with exalted Voice 3 
No Day ſhall pais, no Morning flide away, 
Till I to thee my humble Duty pay: 
And when the Evening approaches nigh, Jl - 
My humble Praiſe ſhall reach the Heavens high. 
Come, all ye Servants of the Lord, Come ye, 
And I will tell what he hath done for me: 
His Love hath overcome my finful Soul, 1 
And by his Goodneſs he hath made me Whole. * 
Except the Lord had found ſome mighty Way 
For to deliver us, may Je ſay; 
Except the Lord had been on our fide, 
we all ſhou'd have inevitably dy'd ; 
For Satan, with his tempting Bair and Snare, 
Wou'd us have ſeiz d, whenas we guardleſs were. 
But as the Bird eſcap'd the Fowler's Net, 
Which he with all his ſubtilty had ſet; 
So has our Souls eſcap'd this evil Snare, 
Which now is broke, and we dcliver'd are: 
Our Help alone is in thy Mighty Name, 
Who made the Earth and Heaven's beauteous Frame 


he Fo 
I do defire, O Lord, to fin no more, 
Nor live as I have lived heretofore ; 
Now I am waſh'd, myſelf muſt not defile, 
But ſhun thoſe Sins which often me beguile, 
Ro: | When |} 


„ 
When ſinful Thoughts within my Breaſt do move, 
Or ſcatter d N of diſhoneſt Love; 
Then *tis that I ſhou'd act, my Faith employ, 
And in its infancy the Sin deſtroy. 


6. 


I muſt my Actions frequently compare, 

And ſee if they do ſome relation ber 

Io thoſe Reſolves of mine which I did make, 

When of thy Sacrament I did partake ; 

I ſtrictly muſt examine daily how 

I do perform my holy ſolemn Vow. 

If hatred to a ſinful Act encreaſe, 

And Vertue finds within my Heart a place ; 

If I can Mafter of my Paſſions be, 

When they to Sin have a propenſity ; 

If thoſe Diſorders I can then appeaſe 

With ſuch Reflections, holy Thoughts as theſe, 

Is this th' Effect of thy late ſolemn Vow ? 

Is this to ftand or fight thy Maſter's Foe ? 

Ist poſſible that Chriſt's dear Wounds and Blood 
Cannot reſtrain thee, force thee to be good? 

Fooliſh Creature ! Shall Pleaſure tempr thee more 

To hate thyſelf, than pleaſe thy Saviour ? 

Art thou not tied, by a ſolemn Vow, 

To his Obedience ? And yet ftill can you, 

By Diſobedience, ſo his Spirit grieve, 

When nothing leſs cou'd your dear Soul relieve ? 

Can you preſume ? Are you not well aſſur'd, 

There cou'd no other Ranſom be procur'd ? 


I muſt converſe with, practiſe Self-denial ; 

Altho' a Yoke, yet tis a holy Trial; 

By it we may our Enemies o'er-pow'r 

And conquer all who ſtrive 5 to devour. . 
WS” It 
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If (as a Youth) I might a Youth adviſe, 
Td teach him firſt his render Years to prize, 
To ſpend 'em in an early Piety, 
Subduing Luſt, by ſtri& Sobriety. 
If you and I be merry, let's be wiſe; 
Obſerve, each Day we rather fall than riſe, 
Our tender Years our Weakneſſes expoſe, 

And lay us open to our greateſt Foes; 
By being unacquainted with the World, 
Like Balls we're toſſed, till at length we're fool'd ; 
We're buoy'd by one, deceived by another, 
| Perhaps debauched by a Friend or Brother? 
Here we muſt Drink, and there we muſt comply 
With this Friend's Lewdneſs, that's Debauchery. 
Oh, who is Safe? or rather, Who is True, 
When Friends thus ſtrive each other to Undo ? 
Let you. and I be always on our Guard; 
For Vertue always is its own Reward : 
A Friend is he, -who ſcorns a baſe Pretence, 
Who u ill not ſtrip us of our Innocence. 
Let you and I redeem the Time that's ſpent, 
By being Watchful, Double-diligent, 
That the remainder of our precious Days 
May all be ſpent in our Creator's Praiſe : 
Let us be Circumſpect, our Actions try, 
Live ev'ry Day, as if at Night to Die: 
Let us retain a grave, a ſober Mind, 
To Holineſs, to Innocence inclin'd, 
Not apt to Cenſure; but our Charity 
Muft think the beſt, where we no Evil fee ; 
Let you and I our Paſſions mortiffe, _ 
And all thoſe ſecret Faults that hidden lie ; 
This will redound much to our future Fame, 
And gain to us a more abiding Name, 


A Form 
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A Form of Thankſgiving. 


V Hat worthy Praiſes can I offer thee, 

/ Forall thy Loving-kindneſs unto me, 
Moſt Holy, Bleſſed, Glorious Trinity! 
Awake, my Inward Man; Awake, to Praiſe 
This Goodneſs : Your exalted Spirits raiſe. 
Whence is it, that the Lord, who dwells Above, 8 


Shou'd towards me his great Compaſſion more, 
And thus beftow on me his gracious Love ! 

O my Soul! thoſe Streams have water'd thee, 
Which flow from God's Supreme Immenſity! 
1, that deſerv'd to taſte of thy Diſpleaſure, 
Have been refreſhed with thy Hidden Treaſure, 


What Wonders and what Good:e's thou haft done 2 5 


Deſtroyed Sin, its 1 overcome; 
And of a Rebel, thau haſt made a Son. 
I'm loſt, in thinking of this mighty Love; 
My Reaſon ſtops, and forward cannot move; 

A holy Fire is kindled in my Breaſt, 

Whoſe ſacred Flame is fervently encreas d; 

My grateful Heart its utmoſt ſtrength ſhall raiſe, 
And with my Mouth devoutly ſing thy Praiſe. 
Who wou'd not Praiſe thee, if they did but ſee 
Thoſe Streams of Love which ever flow from thee. 
O Holy! Holy! Holy! Moſt Ador d?! 
T' embrace a Creature who might be abhorr'd! 
What Condeſcenſion's this! to ſtoop ſo low, 
And thus receive th' unworthy Sinner too! 

Thy Hand's not ſhorten'd, that it cannot fave 

Thou Mercy hadſt, and Mercy ſtill wilt have: 

I ſee thou'rt Bountiful and G.acious ſtill, 
No Time can alter or can change thy Will. 


Thou 
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Thou that waſt Merciful long time ago, 


Art ſtill the ſame, and ever will be ſo: 

Tnou haſt been pleaſed to deſcend on me, 

Oh, Condeſcenſion! gracious Charity ! _ 

From thy dear Wounds iſfues a pleaſant Stream, 

_ Which comforts all, and waſhes the Unclean. 

O Praiſe the Lord, and Praiſe him ev'ry one, 
For all the wondrous Works that he hath done, 
Then open wide the Gates of Righteouſneſs, 

That I may enter, and my Joys expreſs : 

This is the Gate in which the Righteous may 

Declare their Faithfulnefs from day to day. 

Lord, I approach'd thy ſacred Altar, where 

Thou fedeft me with moſt delicious Chear; 

I have drank deep of holy Bethle'm's Pool, 

Refreſh'd my thirſting, drooping, fainting Soul; 
The deareſt Purchaſe of my Saviour's Love 

I now have been a great Partaker of ; 

That Peace and Pardon which thou didft proclaim, 

When thou didſt cloath thyſelf with Mortals Frame; 

This is the Food that's repreſented here, 

A coſtly Diet, and a Banquet Fare: 

This is the Food with which I have been fed, 
Food for immortal Spirits, holy Bread. 
Then what Return ſhall I this Goodneſs make, 
But with glad Zeal this Cup of Bleſſing take: 

Thou askeſt what we eaſily may grant; . 

'Tis what we may have, what we need not want; 

'Tis an Obedient Heart, thy chiefeſt Peaſure, 

Which far ſurpaſſes all the Indian Treaſure. 

*Tis ſuch a Heart as this I'd give to thee : 

But, Oh, this Body of Mortality 

Is a Compound of Sin and Fallacy. . 

When to do Good, my Will, my Heart's inclin'd, 

Then Euil's preſent to diſturb my Mind 3 


3 And 


— 


471 

And ſinful Thoughts disjoint the goodly Frame, 
Stifle the Fervour, quench the holy Flame. 

Yet, O my God, this Heart I bring to thee, 

And humbly beg it may accepted be; 

For thou may'ſt challenge it as only thine, 
Thy Spirit made it willing to reſign 
From thee all Vertues flow, all holy things, 
Thou art the Fountain, we the ſmaller Springs 
Thou influenceſt ev ry Word and Thought; 

And all that's good in us, thou haſt it wrought: 
My Life is hid in thee, in thee appears; 
Speak, Lord, to me, for now thy Servant hears: 
Let none of thy Commandments grievous be ; 
When I am tempted, lay no more on me 
Than J can bear, in my Adverſity. 

When I do ſtumble, do thou me ſupport; 

Be thou my Rock, whereto I may reſort ; 

O keep the Door of ev'ry ſenſual Part, 

That no unclean Thought enter may my Heart. 

I will praiſe thee, and thee I will adore, 

Since thou wilt not my Sins remember more 
With chearful Songs of Praiſe my Tongue employ, 
For all thoſe Bleſſings which thy Saints enjoy: 
Whenever they to thee do make their Pray'r, 
Which mounts the Sky, and pierce the liquid Air, 
It's ſure to reach to thy Almighty Ear : | 
Thou wilt beſtow on them their Hearts Deſire, 
And thoſe wilt love, who do thy Name-admire. 
How many Favours do we now enjoy ? 
And too too many, by our Sins, deſtroy ? 
And yet thou doſt for us Proviſion make, 
And of thy Bleſſings daily we partake. 
Oh, what a Mercy is it, that we be 8 


Born in the Goſpel-Light, and clearly ſee 
That our Religion's pure and heavenly, 


From 
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From ſuch notorious Errors is exempt, 

> As might upon it bring the leaſt Contempt. 
O happy Nation, happy Ifle art thee, 
Whoſe Church from ſlaviſh Superſtition's free, 
Whoſe Faith and Doctrine too are firm and pure, 
And fo, I traſt, for Ever will endure. ; 


o God, we Praiſe Thee, and Thy Ne me Adore, 
For this great Mercy / and we ſtill implore 
Thy Aid, Thy Help, O Th Dear Saviour ! 


AMEN. 
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